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LN THIS ISSUE: 


MICKEY RAT! 
MORE SEX-CRATED 
HOUSEWIFE! 
DRUGS ‘N’ 
BEACH PARTIES! 


“SOMETIMES YOU HAVE TO BE ABLE TO WALK INVISIBLE. SOME THINGS MUST BE IN DEEP 
SECRET,SO YOU HAVE To WALK OUTOF THE SIGHT OF MAN“ THE REVERAND FATHER JoE WATSON” “Ronstpa”” 


FZ 


ZORA NEALE HURSTON 
{\WAS A STUDENT OF “THE ROOSTER’//AND 


IN 1435 SHE RECORDED THIS MAG/C RITUAL- ated by M FLEENER O84 


illustri fi 
\A\AN\AN\AN\A 4 
WHEN IT STARTS RAINING, A WHICH MUST BE FILLED AND fo 


NEW CONTAINER IS SET OUTSIDE | |BROUGHT INS1DE BEFORE 
THE SUN SHINES 


ee ' : Be wif ; 
TP LIGHTENING SHIRES 
ON IT. ITIS RUINED 


YOU MUST FAST FOR 24 HOURS EXCEPT FoR A SPECIAL .WINE AND’ 
YoU MAY SEEM TO_LOSE YOUR BODY WHILE YOUR MIND STAYS. CLEAR 
Bar Be = el 


WHEN IT IS DARK, CATCH A BLACK CAT WITH YOUR, 
} BARE HANDS . 
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WV THE WOO VAL: 
PLACE 1S PREPARED. .-::. 


A CIRCLE |S DRAWN AROUND THE FoTAND | [ATT ANE Ta adda 4G Peel | AE 
“PROTECTED” BY NINE HOKSESHOES e . 
as US FS 
‘ iyi 1h x ¥ 
(ag “fl 
tA 4 
Ke \ 4| 
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inf 


BUT 1T 19 ALSO THE 
TIME OF DEATH AND UNLESS 


WYURRY! 


SOMEONE BRING 
ME A TOowEL! 


AND TAKE THAT WET 
SUT of = — 

You CAN CHANGE 
RIGHT HERE. 


NoBbopy WANTS 
To LOOK AT YouR 
SCRAWNY LITTLE 


= NOW GET THAT 
a aha: LATTLE NOTHIN’ 
cHnissanes! ) 2 BEHIND OUTTA 


K 
; 
> 
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WN 
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BY HARVEY PEKAR 


COMIC JOURNALISM 


INE OF THE RECURRING THEMES 
In MY ESSAYS ABOUT COMICS IS 
THAT THEY CAN BE USED IN MANY 
WAYS EVEN THOUGH THEY HAVEN'T 
BEEN UP To NOW. Let's FOCUS ON 
COMICS AS A VEHICLE FOR TEACHING 
AND JOURNALISM. 

TELEVISION AND MOVIES, WHICH 
EMPLOY SPOKEN WORDS AND MOVING 
PICTURES, ARE ACCEPTED AS EXCEL ~ 
LENT VEMICLES FOR JOURNALISM, IN 
WHICH PHOTOGRAPHS AND PRINTED 
TEXT ARE EMPLOYED. ITS ONLY A 
SMALL STEP FROM PHOTO JOURNAL — 
ISM To COMIC JOURNALISM, WHICH AL 
SO USES WRITTEN WORDS AND STILL 
PICTOR 


ABLY 
THE FIRST 
PLOIT THEIR 


is 
We OMe His TITLES ARE AN ARMY OF 
ICIPLES, WHICH DEALS WI 
aa E TD THE AMERICAN RGVOLU— 


Rant, AU ATOMIC COMICS, ABOUT THE 


DANGER OF NUCLEAR POWER, FOOD 
FIRST COMICS, A reo ot erop CON 

HE (NEQUE = 
Segonon AND CORPORATE CRIME 
comics, 

THE WRITING AND DRAWING IW 
LEONARDIS BOOKS ARE SIMPLE AND 
CLEAR ENOUGH FOR AN ELEMENTARY 
SCHOOL KID TO FOLLOW , BUT THEY CON~ 
TAIN VITAL POLITICAL AND SCLENTIAC 
(NFORMATION THAT GSC ADS ORE 

NAWARE OF, MANY READ! 
EVERY AGE GROUP COULD BENGHT 
FROM READING THEM, 

AND NOW FOR THE NEPOTISM. MY 
WPE JOYCE BRABNER EDITED AND 
PARLE W OTE A RECENTLY PUBLISHED 

COMIC ENTITLED REAL WAR STORIES 

WH at de 
1S. MILATARIS - 

rapt: SM eGhiNess ACCOUNTS oF 


VET Ni ND EL SALVADOR 
WARS _IN V! IAM A AND 


ND (LLU. 
comics ARTISTS LIKE ALAN MOORE, 
BILL SIENKIEWICZ, MIKE BARR AND 
BRIAN BOLLAND, WHOSE WORK AP — 
PEALS Ta TEEN-AGERS T 
BE CONSIDERING ENLISTMENT, IS G' 
ERAUN SKILLFUL AND SOMETIMES (N= 


READERS CAN OFTEN FOLLOW "TH 
MORE EASI 


STORIES, Al 
BE QUITE MOVING, 
TER EAL WAR STORIES WAS SUCCESS ~ 


ENOUGH Ta 
fol None, A PUBLIC INTEREST LAW 
AND PUBLIC POLICY CENTER WHICH 


ACTIVE (N THE KAREN SILKWOOD 
Wis SReensBoro CIVIL RIGHTS TRIALS, 
To CONTACT JOYCE ABOUT PUBLICIZ— 
ING THEIR EFFORTS, CURRENTLY THEY 
ARE INVOLVED IN THE LA PENCA 
BOMBING CASE, IN WHICH, DURING 
AN ASSASSINATION ATTEMPT ON 
~~~ COMI/INUED ON NEXT PACE—~ 
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ALINE KOMINSKY-CRUMB 


PO. BOX 533 
WINTERS, CALIFORNIA 
G5 694 


ELLO READERS... ITS ME AGAIN... ALINE KoM- 
IN KY CRUMB... PRESENTING ANOTHER JAM-PacK 
ED, FABULOUSLY ENTERTAINING (S5S5UE OF WE/RDo. 
LVE FINALLY SUCCEEDED IN PESTERIVG ROBERT 
ARMSTRONG ENOUGH TO GET A GREAT ACh Sy AAT 
STOR Y..Z THINK You'lt AGREE (TS TOPS. WE'VE Ai- 
$0 GOT A SHORT STORY BY AN UNKNOWN, BRIAN 
TURNER... LE'M ME KNOW WHAT YoU THINK... 
EVERYBODY UNANIMOUSLY LOVED CAROL TYLERS 
INCOVERE b PROPERTY IN t 10. ALOT OF 
yOu HAVE ASKED ME AGouT CAROL, 5°... SHE'S 
AN ARTIST- WAITRESS- COMEDIENNE LIVING IN 
SACRAMENTO, CALIFORNIA. SHE'S AN Accomp- 
He Reef GE AUN IER A aa ti 
MATERIALS ARE CH 
ER.. SHE IS CURRENTLY WORKING ON A one 


STORY FOR THE NEXT WEIRDO,AND SHE HAS 2 
paced. IN THIS (SSUE. CHRaC /S MARRIED TOA 


TALENTED CARTOONIST- SIGA/-PAIN TER © IS THE 
MOTHER OF A BEAUTIFUL RED-HAIRED 2YR. OLD 


GiRe. 
NOW... BACK TO ME... YOUR EPITOR..... 
I MUST ADMIT I WAS TémpreD TO CALL THIS 
setue, LINE KOMINSKY- CRUMB'S WEIRDO. WITH 
EMPHASIS ON ME + KIND 0” DOWN PLAYIN6 
THE WEIRDO PART... BUT WHAT IF SALES DRop- 
PED DRASTICALLY I'D GE TOO YUMILIATED... SO IN- 
STEAD TO Focus APPROPRIATE ATTENTION ON 
ME,T'M HAVING A DRAW THE EDITOR CoNn- 
TEST!! CREAT IDEA HEY ?? SO HERES YOUR 
CHANCE YOU LOVEABLE K/pS TO FLATTER ME 


WITH VOUR ARTISTIC RENDERINGS 2, ue 
REMEMBER I'M oa YOERINES Ot MEE eid- 
LY AGING... SO Z WANT YoU TO Focuson 


WHATS LEFT OF MY CUTENESS. DRAWINGS 
MUST BE SENT By Nov. uy ares Pie Prk 
My 3 FAVORITES... THEy'LL RECEIVE AN AUIO- 
GRAPHED COLOR PORTRAIT OF ME TO KEEP By 
THE BED. RESULTS Wilt BE PUBLISHED IN. 
WEIRD H22. KEEP SUBMISSIONS eae So 
t N VEE ZE IN A LOT... THIS (5 
dppgeronury $8 Snow YOUR DEVOTION AND 
ENTHUSIASM WEIRDO READERS AFTER ALL, 
TI ALWAYS DEFEND YOU To MY SNOOT 
WINE + CHEESE FRIENDS WHO ‘THINK 
READERS fb Att PEAR SHAPED, PiMPLY 


omic 


FACED ov hy ER IENDS 6 FOR DON. 
5 UJ Fa) N ‘01 'ONA- 
TIONS FROM You FoR MY LIBPOSUCTION + oe 
METIC SURGERY FUND. I WAS So IMPRESSED 
Gy HOW MUCH MONEY SOPHIE RECEIVED FoR 
HER COLLEGE FUND THAT T DECIDED To 
START My OWN FUND. EXCEPT T DON'T WANT IO 
HAFTO DO ANYTHING Gopmie sent ORIG/WAL ART) 
ZL FUST WANT You TO SEND ME %o..... 
ITS NOT MUCHAND ZT PROMISE Ike SAVE IT 
I won't sé IT TO Bvy A LEATHER DRESS. Tue 
ONLY Spend 1 ON Wee as AeA 

éi U a 
OLE Me ME IM MY FUTURE !| SO'REACH INTO 
THOSE POCKETS + GIVE_TO ME...TF I'M MOT 
HAPPY =I WON'T WANT TO KEEP THIS MAGAZINE 
GOING... T ‘LL HAFTO GET A JOB 4 GET REAL OR 
Some THING, HORRIBLE LIKE THAT:.. SO THINK 

i) re 


0) fl 
ONE LAST THING: MUST APOLOG/ZE 
TO THAT SWEET YOUNG BY, EDCAR'BOT" 
UPRIGHT FOR LEAVING BUF THE VITAL STA- 
TISTICSON HIS '2INE IN THE LAST (SSUE.. 
So HERE IT IS: TALES OF THE SINISTER HARY 
EDGAR “Bocr” UPRIGHT 
Loot aa srry 
CARRBORO, N.C. 27510 
#/ /(S S0CD0UT— BUT BEING REPRINTED 
HQ IS DUE IN Sept-Oct: Price £ /-00 


LETTERS OF COMMENT E. SUBMISSIONS OF ARTWORK 


SENT TO The EDITOR, ALINE-KOMINSKY CRUMB,F.0. BOX 533, WINTERS, CALIF, 95674. EXTRA copies OF TH. 


THe Agove aopress. ISBN 0-86719-193-7 


DEAR ALINE, 
u, WELL, I'TUST READ AN ARTICLE AGT FORM- 
ER Go's People" By A DAME WHO SAID WHy 
DON'T US GUYS REALIZE THAT WE'RE JusT OLD 
PEOPLE «NO ONE WANTS TO KNOW WHERE WE 
WERE WHEN KENNEDY WAS SHOT +50 FORTH. 
A Ghent tenn WRITING BUT SHE SURE HAD 
4, . Je 
WHILE Ee INT: THE VOICE OF SANITY. Méaw: 


WHEN © 
TO HIS TREATISE OR WHATEVER. MEANWHILE, 
ONE OF THE CUTEST wives 


AGING FAST. 
WELL My BIG NEws IS WE JUST “WENT TO 
CONTRACT" TO BUY S ACRES OF WOODED LAND 


IN €. HAMPTON. THIS DEAL COULD FALL THROUGH 
IF THE SELLER CAN'T GET SOME SPECIAL 20N- 
ING PASSED 4ALSO THERE 15 4 BUNCH OF RED 
TAPE AGOUT H20, ELEC. ETC. AND THE CONTRACT 
SAYS WE CAN'T EVEN CLose THIS Dear Tit 1998 
So ITS AGIT SPECVLATIVE, BUT I'M 4-HOPING. IT! 
WAS VERY INEXPENSIVE, DVE T3 ABOVE IFFY: Ness 
OF CLOSING, AND WE'LL GET OUR DOWN pymyyr BACK 
IF DEAL BLOWS UP. PROBABLY... MEANWHILE 
Visit THAT LAND MANY TIMES PER WEEKEND, 
PLANNING My HOUSE ¢ POOL. SO IF THIS DEAL 
FAuLS THRU, LT Guess we ‘tt FIND ANOTHER PARE, 
Bur wor AS “CHEAP.” - 
LET'S SEE ELIOT MADE A MOVIE FOR CBS 
CALLED “HOT PAINT ABT A STOLEN RENGIR. IT WAS 
FILMED in TORONTO. ELIOT + HIS WRITING PARTNER 
ANDY KURT2 MAN HAD TO LIVE THERE FOR / MO. Cuz 
THEY WERE ALSO GIVEN “PRODUCER” CREDIT, THIS 
MEANS THEY ARE NOT DRIVEN OFF THE SET WITH 
ROCKS ¥ STICKS WHEN THEY COMPLAIN THAT THEIR 
SCRIPT (S_ BEING WRECKED BUT INSTEAD ARE GIVEN 
EXTRA J (Bur THEY DO Nor GET _To HAVE THEIR 
CHANGES PUT BACK 1A ALWAYS.) I WENT ro TORONTO 
2 WEEKENDS. THEY HAD A CUTE APT I TOOK MAX 
(THE DOG) FOR H1s (MAX'S) BIRTHDAY, THEN ANOTHER 
onze WENT Wf MAX AND KEPT MAX WITH D4PHNE 
[KURTZMAN 5 D0G)- ANN KURTEMAN CAME WITH ME. 
THE DOG SITTER CALLED ANN FROM WYCTO SAy 
LIfTLe Boy WAS TRYING TO MOUNT ANDY 1ANN’S 
EnaRM ous CHOW-CHOW SLUT BITCH WHo wAs 0G- 
OUSLY ASKING FOR A Good Fuck, GUT DVE To St(zé 
vious cy. gor WERE UNAGLE TO COMPLETE THE 


Tle" AND GOTH CESR My LITTLE LAD) WERE Lacon. 
TINENT ON THE KURTZMAN'S WALL-TO-WALL, BOTH 
WERE SQUEALING ALL NIGHT, NEIGHBORS COMPLAIN- 
ING + WHAT-NoT, SO OF CovRSE ANN,TO HELP ME 
OUT, CALLED BAR BARA THE DOG CAR SERVICE To TELL 
HER TO TAKE MAX [o'THE MOWTROSE PET HOTEL. 
THIS WAS A GOOD IDEA EXCEPT WHAT ANN DID NOT 
KNow WAS I HAD LIED TO BARBARA + TOLD HER my 
TRIP WAS CANCELLED CTO SAVE mysccF $) AS I 'O 
SCHEDULED A LIMO FOR MAK GEFORE T REALIZED 
HE Could STAY AT ANN'S WITH DAPHNE, Weuw BAR- 
BARA CD06 Limo) WAS MAD. ANYHOW, MAX ENS bYED 
THE FLIGHT TO TORONTO + HAD TO BE WNSPECTED 
BY THE DEPT. OF AGRICULTURE CUZ T DECLARED LT 
WAS BRINGING IN LIVE ANIMALS, LIVESTOCK or 
PLANTS. CyoU COoULd aowty cHecK OFF L¥és| OR 
WOT APE caATEE Sat et ben ayn 
w 

C DAPHNE THE CHow's DAD) SELLS Many scecen Meigen, 
WARNERS ETC. BUT THEY GO INTO TURNARDUND BUTE 
THAT'S 0K CUZ THEN OYHER STUYD/OS OFFER MORE 3 
To “TAKE THE PROJECT OUT OF TURNAROUND.” 

wee LZ IST BLEW MY NOSE IN A PIECE OF USED 
Kieenex FROM My BASKET BY THE BED BUT T FoRGor 
WE HAD HAD A HOUSE GUEST ¢I THINK MAYBE HE 
5-0'D IN THAT KLEENEX CUZ TE THINK LT REMEMBERED 
emer YN ae en SKETS BEFORE HE ARR VED. CHE 
OUSE w! WE SPENT A_w AT our Sum- 
MER HOUSE.) Do you THINK I WHGNT HAVE AC. 
Sen Taeey BLown MY WOSE INA CUM KLEENEX? 

WELL, MY WORK HAS GEEN FUN LATELY, BUT 
Too EXHAUSTING TO GO INTO DETAIL . ONE THING, 
USUALLY F REPRESENT GARMENT jMBUsT RY. Péo-~ 


PLE +L CAN BE Ryser BUT Now Tam 
SENTING A Bi 7 TIAL OUTFIT INA t 
AND I KEEP HAVING TO MEET WITH PEOPLE on 
THE “ DUE DILIGENCE” COMMITTEE OF PRUDEN- 
TIAL BACHE ETC. ALSO LT HAVE LEARNED TO Say 


"HIGH YIELD’ BONDS" INSTEAD OF “TUNE "BONDS, 


SAN FRANCISCO, CALIF., 94144. ©1987 by ALINE KOMINSKY- 
VEZ, CAROL TYLER, MICHAEL DOUGAN, LUNA TICKS, BRIAN TURNER, JUSTIN 
XEROX COPIES IF PoSSIBLE...THEY’RE ONLY 5 CENTS! 


SHOULD 8& 
PUBLICATION SHOULD BE ORDEREO From Me PUBLISHER AT 


ANYHOW, LZ HAVE TO WEAR A SUIT @ ALL 
TIMES, BE POLITE, WEAR LIPSTICK NOT SAY 
FUCK. SEE, OUR FIRM REPRESENTS ALOT oF 
FINANCIALS WITH SLOGANS .-- Like “WEL 
ELIMINATE POVERTY -- WE'LL Kitt THE POOR" TM 
A MESSAGE OF FIRST NATIONAL MONEY Gods ER. 
QUT ME,I LOVE GARMENTOS, SOT STAY OUTTA 
THE FANCY GUYS’ WAY ¢ JUST DO GARMENT LAW 
f ony, “OK, YOUR PUNK KNOCKEP OFF OUR EX- 
RCISING RABBIT SWEATSUIT PRINT ¢ IT'S 
SCORCHED EARTH IF WE DONT GET ¥75,000 Gy 
MONDAY OK, YOU GoT THAT 7? (WINK TOWARD 
ISRAELE CLIENT, AS L_SAY-- “MR. (12 -RACHI, YR 
CHECK BOUNCED -- GET YOUR GIRL OVER HERE 
WITH £5,000 CASH BY 4 pm OR I WOWT See 
THAT FUCK HEAD K Nock -ofF MOMSER IN CouRT 
TOMORROW .") KISS- kiss! TOMORROW FAM 
MEETING A MAN WHO HAS TO SUE OW 4 PUMP- 
eet: oe 
. EGAN TO WRITE T Uv 
WERE KIND ENUF TO SEND “Me. WErRebe gure 
I AM PROBABLY TRY(NG TO AVOID SAYING 
THIS, GUT IT OID NoT LOVE IT, L witt WoT Go 
PAGE BY PAGE, GUT YOURS + ROBTS’ WERE PER 
OSVAL THE BEST STUFF BUT THE REST WAS BOR- 
(NG, THO BETTER DRAWN THAN PREVIOUS STUFF. 
CF DID LiKe RNCOVERED PROPERTY.) I wite TELLYA 
ALINE, THERE WAS SOME PATHETIC DESPERATION 
OF gre EXACT SAME KIND 'N BOTH YER MOO 
G00 STRIP ¢ ROBERT'S FOOTSY STRIP. Yous 
YR. HUBBY ARE OBVWIOUSLy FACING SOME kinda 
EGGS-(5s -TENSHUL ANKIETY OF THE IDENTI- 
CAL TYPE HERE. YouR HUMOR HAS Always BEN 
IN SELF -PARODYING YER INSECURITY PLUS (TS 
COCKY MAMFESTATION. “Hr! L's ALINE: I UG- 
ly! I'M ALSO Sexy ¢ TALENTED ¢ GAWGEoUS | “Bur 
IN GOOD FUN, RIGHT 2? WELL, THIS TIME You 
SHow YER SUBCONSHUS PANIC. IT AM WORRIED 
Agr You! OK, YER GooD,T'M SURE YR KID IS 
Swete ¢ A MARVELOUS REFLECTION ON youv¢ 
SHE woveDdD NEVER BLOW HER NOSE OW A 
CUM KLEENEX (N HER BASKET BUT JESUS CHRIST 
You SouwD LIKE GROOKE SHIELDS MOTHER Aw- 
REDDY. HERE 1S THE REAL TRUTH #+Z Hope you 
FORGIVE ME FOR THIS: You SOUND “LIKE ERICA 
Tone = MEAN: Ay Bane THIS 13 Nor NECED Ces 
SARY _TusT REt Ebby. BUT youvR 
AUBBY WRITING AGour PLAYING FOOTSIE wiITH 
SOME FAT DORK-9 YOKEL BIMBo.. NO Won- 
DER YOU HAVE To réte PEOPLE YOU HAVE A 
CHRIST'ANLOOKING OAUGHTER. I MEAN, Honey 
THE MAN IS MR. ANTICLIMAX THERE. You Kips 
SHOULD STOP DRAWING FOR 10 MINITS ¢ GET 
REAL , PEOPLE DON'T CARE THAT you EAT 
BETTER THAN YOUR Cousin ¢ LOCK YouNGcER. 
WHAT WENT WRONG? THE CALIFORMANS 
GOT YER MIND? GO BACK TO PAREE FORA 
WEEK --. THAT WAS A GREAT STRIP! OH wee 
YOU DOM'T FOLLOW ME TO WORK CRITIC ze’ 
MY TRADEMARKS WHO AM I 10 SAy? JusT 
DOMT WASTE yYovR TALENT OW SOME UN- 
WECESSARY MID-LIFE CRISIS. LF MR. HUBBY 
WANTS TO Play Foor slié WITH SOMEOWE 9G- 
Viousty NOT FIL TO CLEAN Y9UR TOILET.I'™ 
SURE YOU CAN THINK OF SOMETHING BETTER 
To DO IAN/_ RESPONSE THAN TELL THE Comic 
READING PUBLIC THAT YOUR CHILD Looks Cen- 
TILE, OR WHATEVER, AND THAT YoY bDon'T 
HAVE MUCH CElleITE. WEL.NUFFE SAID. 
DID LT TELL You I HAD 2 DEPOSITIONS— 
ONE IN LOUssuILtE &¢ ONE (NW MEMPHIS-AND 
ZlovéeD Born cimés- TF wenr To GRACELAND 
¢ BouGHT ELWS®O sHAMPOO ¢ CREME RINSE PLUS 
SAW ALL THE ELVisS SIGHTS. THE GRAVESTONES 
Have © worcés!! I Agour CAME IN My 
PANTS SEEING THAT, DUE TO My Own Love 
FoR THE Law. 
p aes L HAD BEST GET SOME Subrt- 
GyE . I HOPE you TAKE ABOVE REMARES AS 
CONSTRUCTIVE YOuU- KNOW -WHAT ¢ Do nor 
GET INSULTED, AS T ONLY SAY (tT CU2 You 
ARE TOO TALENTED TO FIZ2LE OUT OW 
SUCH ANXIETY STUFF. 
Love, 
JANE 
NY, Wy. 


BOB +« L ARE TRYING To WoRK OW GGET- 
TING REAL. WE'RE NOT SYRE WHAT THIS 
(INVOLVES EXACTLY SO WE'LL HAFTO MeD- 
ITATE ON THIS AWHILE,..1F ANYONE HAS 
ANY SUGGCESTIowS LET US KNOW!!! Te 
HAETO CONSULT WITH MR. BUNCH aR 


DEAR AUNE,, 

JUST A NOTE To LET You KNOW How 
MUCH FEW TFOYED THE LATEST (35UE BS wekbo- 
YoU Guys HAVE REALLY OUT DONE Yougsecves! 
HOW 4 BOUT FEATURING SOME Moke SromiEs 
BY THAT GIFTEP WRITER STEPHEN cacy > 


PAT BRYANT 


LOOK FOR CALT IN THE NExrT __WEIRDO. 
Evdiror 


OEAR WEIRDO 1 

é: a WEIRDO #20, CRUMBS FOOTSY HAS 

TO BE ONE OF HIS: PEAK- ACHIEVEMENT 
PIECES SO FAR, AKIN TO H/S PATTON ¢w ZAP 
tH Ul. AS A RATHER ANTHRO POLOGICALLy-— 
SLANTED DOCUMENTATION ON LIFE INA 
SUBORDINATE, UNSOPHISTICATED MILIEU, 
WITH AN ACCENT OF MURKy TWILIGHT. wirk 
CRUMB DROPPING MAKE- BELIEVE ALTOGETHER 
(N DOING STRIPS, AND TREATING REAL LIFE 
PERIOD, HIS REALISTIC - ORIENTED GRAPHICS Take 
ON A NEW POWER A NEW TRUTH; 4N ENHAN- 
cep SENSE OF BRaMA + DYNAMICS, ELE MEN- 
Ta EN Peg, PEIEVE: MYSTERY, AND Vivid 

TARKNESS THAT CouLDy’ 

THROUGH OR ADD ve NEARLY So wel” 
MADE UP CARTOONY - STYLE STORIES. FRom 
My OWN MEMORY F Can SEE IN CRUMB'S 
Eeatsy THE STEAMY FUNGCLE of TR. HIGH 
AND REALIZE BETTER THAN BEFO, HA ‘ 
REALLY WAS A SPECIAL INTENEE, UwoeR cov. 
eR SOkr ol OF “RITE OF PASSAGE" PERIOD OF 


BN: DUNCAN 
BERKELEy (4. 
DEAR_ALINE, 

ZI lLiké YOvR CownsisreNT THEMES, 
BOTH IN Your WORK +EDITORIALS. OBSESSWE 
FEMALE THEMES. C FASHION, FO°D Your gurr 
SIZE, ET) PEOPLE CRITICIZE YOUR ART, @Ur 
LC Like THE INTENSITY OF tr, THE OBWOUS 
HOURS OF SWEAT INVOLVED. THE R CRUMB 
STORY WAS Utkin’ GRCAT. T LIKE HIS Re- 
ENT “BRUSH" WORK. € RELATE TO STORIES OF 
EARLY TEENAGE REPRESSED SEXVALITY MANI- 
FESTING (N BIZARRE BUT COMMON LAYS. 

TN TENTH GRADE, Judy MILROY, 4 TALL 
GEAVTY WAS WEARING A STUNNING mINE- 
SKIRT IN GEOMETRY CLASS... I MANAGED 70 
GRING MYSELF TO ORGASM BY LEERING AT 
HER THIGHS WHILE CRUSHING my Loins 
AGAINST MY DESK. IT WAS A MESS AND 
My NEXT CLASS WAS GyM! AHHG! 

THANKS 
STEVE LAFLE 
JAN FRANCISCO 


DEAR ALINE, 


SINCE MY GRIGINAL SUBMISSION 
TO WEIRDO S/K MowTHS AGO,T HAVE BE- 
COME INVOLVED WITH THE “SinALL PRESS" 
REVOLUTION, AND THEREBY THE NETWORK OF 
MAIL CORRESPONDENTS IN THE USA 4 A RouND 
THE WORLD. I'VE BEEN EXPOSED To THE WORK 
OF SCORES OF ARTISTS AND HAVE QuicKLy 
AMASSED A SIZEABLE COLLECTION OF "Spmae 
PRESS" PUBLICATIONS, (NCLUDING TEXTZINES. 
COLL AGE' 2INES, MINI-COMIX, "Mall Apt” DADA 
CHAIN LETTERS Cyou Cur uP THE CHAIN LETTER 
ADD A LINE FROM THE NEWSPAPER, Malt ir? 
ON:-) SUBGENTI PUBS, CompVTER - GENERATED 
ZINES, NEWSLETTERS OF EVERY DESCRIPTION, 
RANT-RAGS, ROCK REVIEWS, PUNKTURE PRoducsy, 
“mySTERY MAIC} FAN2INES FOR AFFICIONADOS 
OF EVERYTHING FROM BLIND ARTISTS TO DEF 
LEPARD, MAILING LISTS FOR SEXVAL DEVIATES 
AND ON ¢0NW.-- IT Gol My NOSE RUBDED IN 
THE WORK OF CARTOOMSTS (0 TIMES BETTER 
THAN ME. & REALIZE NOW My TRUE STATURE 
US AVS THE CARTOONING WORLD AND T 
GROVELING LY, SNIVELINGLY, APOLOGIZE FoR 
ALL MY CRUDE, NASTY COMMENTS. God x 
FEEL SO HORRIBLE .T CANNOT BELIEVE TZ 
ACTUALLY WRoTe THOSE WORDS... LAM Going 
BACK To WoRK NOW, IN TRE FAINT HOPE THAT 
SOMEDAY, SOMEWHERE DOWN THE ROAD, T can 
HONESTLY CALL MYSELF A CARTOONIST RATHER 
THAN HACK Fool -I PROMISE LT wht weverR 
BOTHER yoU ASAIN UNTIL TAM Super 
HAVE A PRODUCT WERTHY OF YOUR REVIEW. 
PLEASE FORGIVE ME, L GEG YOU:: preAse!! 


LEAse!! 
PLEAS: HuMaLy, 
EDGAR “/20LT" UPRIGHT 
CARRBOR ©, N-C. 


PS. AT LEAST L DRAW BETTER THAN BRE 
DUNCAN. 


EDGAR, I'M WORRIEP ABOUT You... you ‘ 
Much BETTER AS A WISE ASS Mae 
Don'T GET TOO Humpee !! 

A Lin 
pe Baan S. I'M TAKING THIS AUTO CLass 
THIS SUMMER. IT'S PRETTY GORING - TIE IN - 
STRUCTUR TALKS FoR QHRS. ABOVT NorHins 
IN PARTICULAR, THEN WE GO IN THE SHOPS 
Look AT THE STUPF. DAMMIT, LETS Rote THE 
Cars IN THERE ¢TINKER ABOUT SOME. THE 
RATIONAL FOR TAKING THE CLASS WAS THAT IE 
SOMETHING IN THE CAR FUCKs JP, TLL HAVE SOME 
[DEA WHAT. TO DO, INSTEAD OF STANDING THERE 

AtSO LT GOvGHT A NEW WATCH ¢A5 I WAS 
WALKING OUT_OF THE STORE T WASN'T LooKine 
WHERE ZT wAS GOING.Z ALMOST KNOCKED 
OVER THIS GEAVTIFUL BLONDE GIRL. SHE WAS 
veRy ATTRACTIVE, THING WAS) SHE WAS omy, 
Y PT TALL. SHE WAS NO TALLER THAN SOME Body's 
kip. L DUNNO... EXTREMELY SHORT WOMEN 
ALWAYS STRUCK ME AS KIND OF WEIRD. 


TACK SON 
eBy Zoo, Le 


HARVEY SEZ 


CONTINUED. 


NICARAUGUAN MAVERICK GUERILLA 
LEADER EDEN PASTORA, TWENTY — 
EIGHT PEOPLE Were INJURED AND 
EIGHT KILLED, CHRISTIC HAS FILED 
SUIT ON BEHALF OF INJURED JOUR- 
NALIST TONY AVIRGAN. CHRISTIC 
CLAIMS THAT THE C.1.A. WAS IN - 
VOLVED (N A CONSPIRACY To KILL 
PASTORA, AND BEYONP THIS, THAT 
A "SECRET TEAM" OF RIGHT-WING 
Cul.A, PERSONNEL, MIUTARY MEN, 
ANTI-CASTRO CUBANS, MERCENARIES, 
ETC. HAS BEEN WORKING FOR 
TWENTY- AVE YEARS, OFTEN WITH UV. 
S. PRESIDENTS, TO WAGE SECRET 
WARS, TOPPLE GOVERNMENTS, AND 
TRAFFIC IN DRUGS AND ARMS. 

IN OTHER WORDS, THE EXTRA -GOV- 
ERNMENTAL ORGANIZATION THAT OU ~ 
VER NORTH SAID FORMER C.1.A. DI- 
RECTOR WILLIAM CASEY DISCUSSED SET- 
ING UP, EXISTS AND HAS EXISTED FOR 
TWENTY-FIVE YEARS OR So, CHRIS~ 
TIC HAS PLENTY OF EVIDENCE TO 
SUPPORT THEIR CLAIMS AND WHEN 
THE AVIRGAN CASE IS TRIED. THE 
AMERICAN PUBUC MAY BE STARTLED 
BY THEIR REVELATIONS, 

CHRISTIC HAS ASKED JOYCE TO 
EDIT A DMIC BOOK IN WHICH MA- 
TERIAL THEY'VE GATHERED WILL BE 
PRESENTED TO THE PUBLIC, AND SHES 
CURRENTLY AT WORK ON IT WITH 
SOME OF HER REAL WAR STORIES 
COLLABORATORS. WHAT A GREAT 
OPPORTUNITY To DEMONSTRATE WHAT 
GAN BE DONE IN COMICS / 

WOUNG AMERICANS TODAY ARE 
PROBABLY AS LAME A GROUP OF 
YOUNG PEOPLE AS ANY THAT'S EXIST - 
ED IN THE NATION'S HISTORY; NAIVE 
LY CYNICAL, IGNORANT, NON-POLITICAL. 
BUT WHO KNOWS, IF THINGS KEEP 
GOING DOWN HILL HERE, MAYBE SOME 
OF THEM OR THEIR LITTLE BROTHERS 
AND SISTERS WILL REALIZE THAT THE 
ANSWER “To MANY OF OUR CURRENT 
PROBLEMS Lies [N POUTICAL ACTION. 
MAYBE THEY'LL BECOME ACTIVISTS, 
TRYING TO GIMMUNICATE IDEAS ANP 
(INFORMATION. IF THIS HAPPENS | 
SUGGEST THEY USE COMICS To DOSQ- 
pander REO 


CAN YOUR SCALP PASS THE 


FINGER-NAIL 
TEST? 


TRY S72 Scratch your head. “Te 
you find signs of dryness, loose ugly 


giobs of grease, dead insects, face it, 
huck, you're just 2 Slob....probably 
don't der right in social situations 
either, You're a pathetic LOSER. You 
need plen 


ty Of... 
BACK ISSUES of WEIRDO 
+o console you on those lonely nights 
sitting at home in your filthy slob-pit 
OF WelRDOS, Groat entertanene ay 
outcasts fod eitasts SEND TOO 


WEIRDO #1 TO 27 ARE 
$3.95 ea. 
WEIRDO #28 IS $4.95 


LAST GASP 


the Rat try. I'M SORRY MR. VOID, EVEN IF THIS REALLY 2 
up the Socio IS YOUR LEGAL NAME, WECANT CASH A THE CHECK IDEA. Now I'LL 
hanewhussle.[ CHEck THAT HAS BEEN TORN UP AND TAPED HAVE TO BREAK My LAST Five 
BACK TOGETHER... ITS BANK Poticy. SPot FOR BUS FARE HOME. 


GIMME THAT CHECK / 
TLL JUST HAVE To Do My 


BANKING ELSEWHERE. / 
™~s TI 
> 


Y HMM...WELL, Ll SUPPOSE YOU HAVE YouR 
2 REASONS FOR BEING SUCH A STINGY 
SONUVABITCH, BUT 1.. OOPS! 

SORRY SIR, WE 
Do NOT MAKE CHANGE 


WITHOUT A PURCHASE. 


Wig 


cam Ti 


GOOD LORD! Do you REALIZE you Pp LEAVE THIS ESTABLISHMENT 
ALMOST DESTROYED AN EXTREMELY y IMMEDIATELY’ 


TAKE IT EASY 

THERE, Pores! 

THE JAR COULD 
BE A FAKE 


ZA 
PEE 


CROMMY 

PIECE OF 

ANTIQUE 
suity/ 


ees 
C/MON Lapy 1 
L AINT GOTALL DAY 


YEAH, ONE MORE TING 
GIMME T'REE LOTTERY 
TICKETS, H'OKAY? 


MARDEN | 


TO GET CHANGE 


HERE, Give ‘eM 
ME and TLL yy 
GO CATCH HER. §& 


LS UH-OH! THAT LADY FoRGOT 
BL To TAKE HER LOTTERY Tickers / 
eee vv 
To . 


MRR 
Hi, 
Te 


H (iTSTOOBADL Tue ODDS ON WINNING MUGH wien WHAT/ 1 DONT BEeueve tT! 
OULDN'T CATCH ESE THINGS ARE TERRIBLE, BuT A CHANCE AT THE BIG SPIN, 
Sewn HER = ; IT MIGHT GET A % 2. OR $5. WIN. Suit BOAR Oot 


= HEE HEE = 


Vee aut 

SCRATCH 

OFF THE 
NUMBERS 


The Rat's name is callea next. 


zz epee LLL yyy, 


AS OUR LAST SPINNER TONIGHT, MR. 
RAT, COULD YOU TELL OUR AUDIENCE 
WHAT YOU INTEND To DO IF You WIN 
ALOT OF CASH TONIGHT. 


Afew weeks later on TV channel 3... money Wheel is spun. 
appara y= Se 
LADIES aud GENTLEMEN, LET'S WELCOME \\ yj 
HECTOR YBARDEZ OUR NEXT SPINNER 
TAKING A CRACK AT THE BIG MONEY. | 


4 OOH! IT LOOKS LIKE WE HAVE 


(J UH, LETS Ske THE 
SMALLTALK AND GET TO 
SPINNING THE WHEEL, 


I. CAN SEE YOURE ONE HAPPY 


g i Nee HECTOR veaE Pez (7 


CONGRATULATIONS !! iT Looks Like 
YOURE ANOTHER ONE OF OUR BIG WIN- 
NERS TONIGHT, MickEY RAT/ 


Before 19 


Latrbepics ng, the Rat is squandering 


 ...CURST STOP WILL BE FRESNO-1 KNOW oF 
ound weaith in record time. 


KNo' 
7 A GREAT LITILE BAR THERE, THEN A PARTY 
OR TWO IN L-A. THEN 3 GLORIOUSand 
NAUGHTY DAYS IN TIJUANA ...> BURPS OH, UH, 


Z- [.N EAL, THUS 1S THE LIFE ALRIGHT! f ORIVER © OUST THOUGHT OF A STOP I GOTTA 


HEY, HAVE I TOLD YOU LADIES. 
ABOUT MY VACATION PLANS 


Ii FIFTY THOUSAND Bucks 
SN g 1s ‘T ALL? HOW ‘Bout 
2 ee 
SRO Pg 
™ % £ 9 
PON XP 
Saree os 
35; 0G5= Ct 00) 
SIS a se OO 
¥ iS 22 900°0€| 
a = 0, 
4 a) 
x 3/3 | Kf? @s 
ae I 
£// 8/3! aS ~ 
% AY O] oe + 
wel ges a 
CLD 


PING HAONTS/ 


Y MUST I REMIND YOU THAT THIS IS A 
VERY RARE VASE WORTH #5,000¢2¢ | 
PLEASE DON'T HANDLE t1// 


PLEASE, SIR 
i's VERY 
FRAGILE! 


czas 


ony 


©1987 Robert Ar: mstrong 


Liga 
(777) 


Sisnng 


Boss 
tt 


Y HEY, PAL,I NEEDTo USE YOUR BATHROOM 
I GOTTA TAKE A LEAK REAL BAD! . 


SAY, ARE YOU LADIES FAMILIAR win 
CHINESE CERAMICS FROM THE PING 
ms = DYNASTY? HERES A FINE EXAMPLE. 
On, NOTYOU Acain!! aN 
SoRRyY sir, OUR LAv- 
ATORY 15 NOT INTENDED 
FOR PUBLIC USE. 


“VEL TAKE iT! \ 
L 


ESSEE HERE... 
2-3... be. 


y/ 


Z 


To BE STUCK WITHOUT 
A PoT To Piss IN! 
7 


rLEts DO SomeTHING! | M 
! EAN, GooD 
é ARE ALMOST 17 AND eRe eee 


Key BAGE... LIKE, | CAN'T HELP IT IF Youre | 
7SPECIALLY wHen |) 


RE-OFF{ 


| 
INA NEGATIVE HEAD-SPACE . 
GET THe PRo-AM Su 
CALL ME WHEN, 


i] 

{UL SHOW THESE BEACH BLANKET Bores!?) f 
{LL Go UP To OXNARD AND TALK To SISTER 
KATE! SHE GOT THE BRAINS ZA. 

IN THE FAMILY... SHE'LL KNow § 
WHAT 1 SHOULD DO WITH MY 
LIFE... I'LL SHOW THAT oy 


Wow! | cAN'T BELIEVE iT...You 

ARE FILMMAKERS! THATS So NATE YPRETER COLGATE 
Y co) APE 

yeah, our ee THE ROUNDS a ewes ue 


CTORS WAS 
aoe IN THE 50's IN THE FACE... BUT We WERE 
AND THE EARLY, TYPECAST! FINALLY We DECIDED 
60'S... Sag FAWHAT THE HECK, WE'LL PRODUCE 
: AND pirecT! 
ijn 6 
el S Q wid 
y 
ie MAS, ae 4 a 
\ x Tex hy 
Z S Co 
S INA <>. 2 


= Suc's JUST A BABY, GATE! 

AN INFANT... Miss ! 1 MEAN, 

J ANGIE... | THINK ( SPEAK FoR 
TH GATE AND MYSELF IN 

» SAYING THAT WE FIND YouR 

INNOCENCE woNDERFULLY 

\ REFRESHING! 


rou 
rm = == 


A FILM STuPI0! VEAW, YOU GOTTA BE PREPARED 
RIGHT IN YOU YoU NEVER KNow WHEN 
a gees LIGHTNING'S GONNA STRIKE! i 
T "1 TELLYA KID, Youve GOT = | THINK YOU GoT IT! 
AWESOME THE BONES... GREAT BONE awe Like Gann THE CAMERA'S . 
aa STRUCTURE... You'LL =e r, OME THING. 
ae BE y 


om i EFOVOK ANGIE) | ARE You SURE 
ea 2 ek TAKE ONE) ina Nor HURTING FFT} ITS A TRICK 
B56 i ae camerh You? my Wir, KID! 
% — ROLLING... Za DOESN'T wun A 
see EY = Bit... NOW, Get 
; De BACK IN CHAI 
2 ge Youre MONIQUE 
G ; : -Brtct OF 
5 Z THE 
WAS fn nr GALAXY! 
a 


wit? ME! You S 
wriereD 


g 
Be Bee ORS 
ALR 
PEEL LISS 


SIR, WOULD You PLEASE CUT MY 
BLANKET OFF AND pikect ME J 
A anck O &T 'Ol as npn” 


PT HANKS FOR STOPPIN / 
mp GETTING DARK OUT fila 


INN Gacy MURDERED 3 
pre? < (THEY M My SACRED CoWRIE SHELL... 
2 \ HAT PooR SWEET { ALMosr FoRcor! MoonDoc 
Got IT FROM THE KAHUNAS 
iw HAWAII! HE SAND IT WouLD 
HELP ME IF 1 EVER GoT IN 
Troupe... 0’ PLEASE 
» O' PLEASE 
~ MR. CowRIE 
“\ SHELL... 


)\ HELP/ 


KAHUNA MAGIC 
ODAD... THIS WAVE IS 
\TAKIN' US SOMEPLACE, 


Ole WAVE 
D is BREAK 
TOR ACH... LOOK 


eae SMACK 5) ZA hore BREE, EK elles are 


e= X Ny = of 'M FI aie 
i Vi RNED 60 MU 
ip J Zou WL NENER LEAVE 
Wl ® qQ aL ow | pps you oR THE BEACH 
if | Q K €é wd ql! we AGAIN, 
Hi NCAT a { Wi 
ier ea, aS 3 
. GRRR : RNS 
Ay = y ——- Za = 
YY Ly 'oe maa | os 
= 
ae 
Beier 


Huntington pion! J were ITI 
ete tntngien pan! J vere SETS 


3 amd. j Kola wor ow 


A Weaimdo Bay, Mokaho. beach 
—Jamd the Banzai Pipeline (Donald wor in 
= Tih. Heanen) we raturmed to our old 


CHICKEN 


MAUL VSP9B.75 ‘BANZ aN 
hy | BRT 


REALSIMPLE. py 
I WAS MAKING 


T Alt STARTED me 


= ZI) = an 


yp 
y Z, 


dF 


CMD on JUST 
ics "You DonT KNOW, 


fe ‘G 0, TELL Sd J s| 
Bap 
& 


ea) Sg OND)) 
(nen I was 17, 


Ke 
1 FELLIN LOVE WITH gerne 
A BUTCHER ... @®@ Gr 


HAHAHA A = a" 
f AHAHA 


Tue MEAT CASE AT MY DAD'S GRoceRy SToRE. 
I WAS ONLY 40R5 AND THE PERFECT SvzeE ToBe 
EYE Te EYE To WITH THE MEATS OF MYCHOICE. 


Ute 
my ..iTS ALMOST J 


DONE... YOU 
WanTA SELT2 


IT GUESS ALL MY 
MEN KNEW MEATS. 
) 


RETAIL CUTS OF BEEF — WHERE THEY COME FROM AND HOW TO COOK THEM 


Pe. 
v 
. 
} 


BEEF CHART 
SHS KA’ 


= 


COOKED ORFRESH —IT WAS P=6 
THEN THAT I DECIDED THAT 
“T KNOW MEATS.” EUS 


ZA, 


SoD MANY 
MEDITERRANEAN 


A PRODUCTS, 
@ INCLUDING ae 
APROSCUITTO, Ereseze 


COPPA COLA, 

WINE CURD Sar 
SALAMI, meres 
SoPRESSATA, 
MORTADELLA, 


mM PANCETIA 


AND MANY WY s BY THE TIMEL WAS 
OTHER WS 1@ I COULD DESCRIBE 
MEATS... é qk IN DETAIL.... THE 
S DIFFERENCE BETWeEN 


WINE CURED A 
GENOA SALAML... 


Va 7HENT WAS 21, 
THE BUTCHER AND 

I BROKE UR I WAS 
\N A ROCK BAND 

AT THE TIME, AND WROTE 
A SONG CALLED: g 
GIVE ME THE KNIFE <” 


THE LYRICS WERE ORIGINALLY ABOUT 
WHAT PEOPLE SAY TO EACH OTHERAT THE 
OINNER TABLE, BuT THE BAND MEMBERS 
MADE ME CHANGE tT To A LOVE SONG. 


ho SAUSAGE 


“ 
7, 
a. ve 


ay” j 
(ay 4 ; Md 
ys) \ 4, 3 WG ul 


Ant. HC, € SARUM LTODAY Tit BE GOING To MY REGULAR 
LAY cugtent Boye rien Comes AL B BUTCHER AND HE WONT BE GIVING 
Ree CAPITAL OF THE WORLD-TEXAS, [UML 4 ME A BAD TIME BECAUSE HE KNows ‘ 


IK KNOW, MEATS? 
i. 
S59) oi | 
ts A Sa CHUNK OF MY INCOME 


oy ry EE GOES To MEAT PURCHASES, 


~ 
~~ 


: ! 
3 ee 


Ltt BE WAITING tn LINE 
Witt SKINNY BLACK 
LADIES AND FAT WHITE 
MEN, FOR MY CHICKEN 2 
WINGS, PORK CHOPS B aoe ois I NODDED REASSURINGLY. 
AND LINK SAUSAGES. ae = TV y 


“CAN'T WAIT To BE Too ody 
“¢ (TO CARE !! THEN Z CAN BE- 
COME ENLIGHTENED !! 


FOR THIS 
LiBibo 


eat 7 Leaise x 
CAN'T SIVE wiTAoYU 


SL'M ONE 0° THose PeopeE THAT'S GOTTEN BE TROTH TE ET WAS KIND OF BIC EGE MY A 
TIE THE Y Ace 
WITH AGE... WHEN Goys melt ME WOW THey THIVE L lois\ ) AND A_LITTLE AGGRESSIVE ! 
AlWaAyS POPULAR wi 
ate 


HIYA RICKY... How D'YA Do 
BON THE HISTORY TEST 7 TF GoT 
qb! a <_< 


WATCH THE 
f TREADS will YA | 


NO THAT'S Wee ! 
TRUE AT ALL, 

MT DONT, 
BELIEVE 1T 


i 
i 
Sos 


———— 


LATER LZ MOVED oUT WEST «4 THINGS PROVED... E LT HAD So MANY chalces £ STARTED To [eEatty 
WAS ExoTIC AMONG THE BLONDES... DEFINE MY TASTE IN MEN, 

a oa 4 
(TL LIKE HIS 


Those Oe VW Love your 
PINK SEE mee m GEAUTIFUL: 
SKIN ¢ Pat eN) 


INALLY I MET A MAN WHO OMY LOVED BIG Women... . T Moved WN with THIS MAN ANd My EGO Chew 
j huvpéR WIS TENDER LoviNG CaRe!! 
if) eo j 1 
WHY ARE you ¥ } Vi GOOD Lorb...you ¥ 
LOOKING i ! 
LIKE Pade oe i a LOOK INCREDIBLE 


MN THAT LEAT WAY LEATHER JAcKET 
MMM! sKirr pee ee TS Go werd iv! 


24 


I CANT HELP IT 
YOU HAVE SUCH 
: CUTE KNEES! 


Fig OAK Y SORT mi 


oF WAY- 
t. 


I wonder iF Ym F aK : > S tr must BE 
HE LIKES ME? f F g HOT NUMBER 
: ' ow! 


E : ECOM STLESS + HORNY. DESPITE \ FAP | ; 

pram ea ae ve Ace TO PG CRazeD Housewire a | Re Plat pie 

DECIDED TO 6S DANCING WiTH My FRIEND IMA WAC OOM q@ L've NEVER Cig 
jt l'D DANCED WiTH A CYTE YOUNG MAN: CLEANER SALES MA S ANYONE IN THAT 
LEANN ?.- “i I USTA GE AN OX,y FOR KIRBY PRODUCT: # NIZ.. ET HAVE AN 

; af , Now rm AN oaLp a7! i) ELECTROLUX...MoST 
youRe iN Ft ARTISTS I KNOW HAVE 

o Z yy 3 ELECTROLUXES BECAUSE 

Tvé NEVER J a, NN / : THEY'RE CUTE! 
BEEN WITH & ; , 
AN OLDER 
WOMAN BE- 
FORE ! 


I HEAR YA, 
THATS CooL 


A 
Most PETTY 
SMALL TALK! 


HOW COULD You TALK |} I Just cot arerter From WR Lit Just DRINK 
To A YOUNG ars . | My ERIEND IN MY wo Ac- ANOTHER LT. Ice 
THAT FOR SO LONG: CUSED ME OF BEING LIKE ' TEA « SEE WHAT 
ERICA JONG... SO I'D BET FRA HAPPENS !! 
TER NOT ANALYZE THIS 


SITUATION Too MUCH. 
H tT WAS RE 
egey, WE TALK- 
ED ABOUT . 
| VACUUM 
“\ CLEANERS 


WLAN 


% To Much DieTING CAN CAUSE 5 cig ipo?! 
SKINLESS CHICKEN BREASTS THEY'RE Loaded WITH FEMALE HORMONES) CAN OVERSTIMULATE 4 MORMAL LIBIDO:. 


OH LooK LEANN (S WHOOPING IT UP WITH SOME LATIN 
TYPE GUY... CAM'T TELL EXACTLY WHAT MATIONALITY.. 
BUT SHE LIKES THESE X-07/¢ Boys [susr FOR DANCING 
OF CouRSE] 


LEANN TolD ME SHE HAD A ToTALLy FABULOUS} 
TIME DANCING (N NICARAGUA 


WISH ZL CouLo'vE 
GONE... IT SOUNDED | 
REALLY EXCITING. 


BuT MEANWHILE 
ZI Just WANNA 
GET OUTA THIS 
PLace!: 


AIS 
33) BLASTING 
Disco IS 
STARTING To 
[| DRIVE Me Map! 


HEY, €XUSE 
é 

y 
eee TLE ; 2 Cin! Tet SF 
WHAT DO you Ng ; g) t : 1 

WANT To po? Sumo ke ; D 


HOW ABouryov. 
Tyo 


SHOULD WE Go IN? 


00D 
° PLACES! 1 


LET'S HAVE } 
ONE DRINK 


oO 
Seas PLacé. 


NOTHING TOO \ 
EXCITING! 


HATE, TA TELL YA THIS L/ 

oYs--- BUT I THINK q 

wee A virtle olD 
FOR You!! -~ 


I'M OLD ENOUGH We | EW...1F You were 

TO BE YouR ' My MoM woud 

MoM FR GOD SAKES YoU REALLY SPANK 
: ME @?!! 


well THAT'S 
RAD: 


HATS RIGHT WE 
"5 
HERE..- 


RAD? WHAT IS | 
THIS RAD ??_ 


By, KNow 
Like TOO Cool. 


PET'S GO BEFORE 
I Losé My 30B 


GooD LDEA LEANN © 
I wWovlon'T Mivd 
A FEW MORE DANCES ! 


AWRIGHT... LET'S 
GO BACK TO THE 
FIRST PLACE + HAVE 
ONE MORE ORINK! 


OH HIS NAME (5 KY RT... WE GULP DOWN OUR 
GIANT DRINKS TO HELP US COPE... 


youR 
SOPHIE'S MOM 

WHAD'DYA_ GALS 
\DOIN' HERE ? 


ITS A RARE 
OCCASION FoR uv 
We HAVE THE 

NITE OFF! y, 
iA =. 7 


YEA WE LIKE 
TO DANCE. 


OH YA KNOW THAT cuTE Black GUY 
you Danced WITH... Wele Mis FRIEND 
CALLED + ASKED IF WE WANTED TO 
TAKE SOME X-TASY WITH THEM - 


Gob THAT SOUNDS LIKE A BLAST... I'D 
Lov€ To TRY SOME 0' THAT STUFF.. BUT 
OH SHIT... L CAN'T TAKE ANY STIMULANTS 
CAUSE 0' My HEART conDbiTion!! My MITRAC 

VALVE PROLApSE®., 


ST ee expe atilici TG 
HL REeAuLY DO HAVE THIS COMDITION FANS. BUT Oon'T 


OKLAHOMA! 


YYR KiDDIn‘g |! 
SEELUS THAT'S 
My DAUGHTERS 
BESTFRIENDS carHEeR 
WHATS HE bONG HERE? 
HE'S A REAL STRAIGHT 
MORMON WITHS KIDS! 


THERE'S THAT GUY wuo 
wAs HEAVILY COMING ON 
TO ME THE OTHER NITE. 


HE'S LooKié atus! 


COMING Over 
| HERE Now/: 


! 
“ny 
jin) 


THIS (5 Sooo 
EMBARRASSING... 
| I wish THis SLow 

DANCE WAS OVER. 

HE'S KIND OF 
HUMPING ME... 


(TS GREAT 
GETTING TO 


WHAT'S YouUR 
WIFE SHARON. 
DOING TONITE ? 


SHE'S IN a 

OK..WELL How's 
YouR LITTLE LEACuUE 
TEAM DOING THIS 
3 YEAR ? 


SS 
BUT LET'S 
OT TALK 

NBour HER 


E'S AvolDING 
Re Looks PARANOID 


Me ust SCARED Oo! 
Women! 


WORKY..(7S BEM GCN 


WWF 
SWZ 


NY 


GREAT— ITS STOPPED 

RAINING LONG ENOUGH 

To DRYOUTTHIS OLD 9 
\ 


GAHD, How COULD | HAVE LEFT 

THIS THING UP So LoNG?.... 
(3 MONTHS) VM SURE THE 

NEIGHBORS ARE RELIEVED. 


You KNow, | REAUWY 
LOVE THIS BLANKET. 


YouR BLANKEET IS AND ('M So GLAD THE 
RiGHT HEEER, RAINY SEASON'S OVER 
So WE CAN USE IT 1M SURE THE 
AGAIN. NEIGHBORS pee 
RELIEVED! 


7, BECAUSE NE 
1 geueve pu 


aen ro many, MeN” ANP 
eDMORE, UT Geen mn TO Cece! JOHN ESTES, 
make = 


RK. CRU 


qhars THE REASON +++ 
(936 


ALLL THESE DRAWINGS AND 
CARTOON STRIPS WERE DONE IN 
A PERIOD OF MY LIFE WHEN L 
WAS HEAVILY DEPRESSED.,, MORE 
THAN MY USUAL NORMAL LEVEL 
OF DEPRESSION. TIT WAS A 
HARD YEAR, FROM EARLY ‘85 TO 
MID '96. 1 WANT YoU To KNOW 
THIS SO YOU WON'T THINK MY 
SKETCHBOOKS ARE ALWAYS THIS 
GRIM. I'M Not A “NEGATIVE” 
PERSON!’ HONEST.’ WELL, OKAY, 
50 1 DON'T LIKE ALOT OF THINGS 
AND PEOPLE... 1'M KINDA CRANKY 
IN MY EVERYDAY LIFE...1 THINK 
MOST PEOPLE ARE TOO UNCRIT- 
ICAL.., SOFT IN THE HEAD... THEY 
SWALLOW ANY DUM SHIT THAT'S 
SHOVED AT THEM... WHAT'S INT - 
ERESTING THOUGH 15 HOW MY 
DRAWING REACHEP A LEVEL OF 
SEETHING INTENSITY DURING THIS 
TIME WHEN THINGS LOOKED BLACK, 


THEY SHOOK ME DOWN, 
WRUNG ME OUT, DRAINED MY 
BLOOD... STRIPPED ME BARE 
AND LEFT ONLY THE BONES 
BLEACHING IN THE SUN... THEY 
LOVED ME TO DEATH, SMOTH- 
ERED ME WITH ATTENTION... 
THOUSANDS OF THEM...THEIR, 
SMILING FACES...1T MAKES ME 
SHUDDER TO THINK BACK ON 
(Tess 

YOU MOST THINK THAT SOUNDS 
MISANTHROPIC...“FUCK HIM," YOU* 
RE THINKIN , SUPERIOR SON 
OF A BITCH..." NO,NO, IT'S NOT 
LIKE THAT... (T'S NOT THAT | 
DON'T LIKE PEOPLE, GOD LOVE 
‘EM... | JUST LIKE 'EM IN SMAL- 
LER DOSES.,.TWO OR THREE A 
WEEK, MAYBE... THAT'S REASON- 
ABLE; ISN'T (T? 


Wwe ARE THE IMPLICA - 
TIONS HERE? DO | HAVE TO 
BE ON THE VERGE OF 5UI- 
CIDE TO DO MY MOST INTER- 
ESTING WORK?? LF THINGS 
ARE GOING WELL ANP f ONLY 
FEEL MILDLY MISERABLE IS 
MY WORK LESS INSPIRED 2° 
1S THERE NO OTHER WAY?? 
1S (T WORTH IT, 1 ASK YoU? 
IN THE YEAR 1985 1 WAS 
MORE OR LESS IN THE UN-— 
DIGNIFIED POSITION OF BE- 
ING FLAT BUSTED BROKE. | 
NEEDED MONEY. 50 I AL- 
LOWED MYSELF TO BE 
ROPED tNTO A SERIES OF 
MEDIA HYPES, PUBLIC APPEAR- 
ANCES, COMMERCIAL JOBS, 
Efc., IN HOPES OF UP-GRAD- 
(NG MY INCOME. IT WORKED, 
BUT AT WHAT PRICE? [T 
DROVE ME DANGEROUSLY 
CLOSE TO THE EDGE. 
NEVER AGAIN.,.) DON'T 
CARE HOW BAD | NEED TH 
MONEY... THE INTERVIEWS, 
THE TV AND RADIO APPEAR- 
ANCES, THE CONVENTIONS.., 


Ses THE PRICE OF FAME, COM- 
(C FANS..,."1F YOU CAN'T STAND THE 
HEAT GET OUTA THE IK ITCHEN...” 
QUIT YER BELLY- ACHING...YEAH, 
RIGHT, 

IT'S FUNNY THOUGH.,,WHEN | 
GET THAT WAY...ALL MISERABLE 
AND DEPRESSED AND COMPLETELY 
ALIENATED, 1 WITHDRAW AND ALL 
MY SKETCHBOOKS WITH WILD, 
NUTSY DRAWINGS... THESE ARE JUST 
A FEW OF THEM... 

YEAH, 1 REALLY SHOULDN'T , 
COMPLAIN ABOUT THE HORRORS 
OF FAME... (T DOESN'T LOOK 
GoOOD...1 MEAN, IT'S AN ENVI - 
ABLE POSITION |'m IN, BEING 
FAMOUS...RIGHT ? EVERYONE 
WANTS TO BE FAMOUS...THINK 
OF THE PERAS/ WHO DO I 
THINK 1 AM To WHINE AND SNI- 
VEL ABOUT HOW TOUGH IT {5 
BEING A CELEBRITY “7” THE NERVE! 
SUCH CRUST” GET REAL, BOB/ 


YEAH, BEING A "NAME" HAS 
NETTED ME A FEW NICE-LOOK - 
(NG BABES OVER THE YEARS... 
THAT'S ONE THING 1 HAVE TO’ 
SAY ABOUT IT... | KNOW! GUYS 
JUST LIKE ME WHO AREN'T FA - 
MOUS AND THEY WEVER GET 


i! POLIO Gi 
PER SIIE 


e > : 
LAID. BY NICE-LOOKING WOMEN’ QS oc ee) IN / 
THEY HAVE To SETTLE FOR SEC- 3 el @ " ) / 
OND-RATE MATERIAL... THEY'RE wsy Ai in 
LEFT TO SCRAMBLE AFTER THE H Vag I} 
LEAVINGS OF THE COCKIER, 
RICHER, MORE POWERFUL MALES. 

HEY, ('M NOT EVEN FAMOUS E- 
NOUGH TO MERIT THE ATTEN - 
TIONS OF THE DONNA RICE TYPES/ 

BUT YES, FAME HAS BEEN 
GOOD TO ME. MY ARTWIORK'S 
WORTH ALOT OF MONEY.,.1 CAN 
SELL MY ORIGINALS Now FoR 
HEETY SUMS...1 CAN AFFORD 
THINGS...NICE THINGS... DON'T 
ANY OF YOU LOW-LIFES OUT 
THERE GET ANY SMART-ASS (DEAS 
ABOUT COMING OUT HERE AND 
STEAUNG VAWABLE ORIGINAL 
ART/ ALL MY ORIGINALS ARE IN 
SAFE-KEEPING IN A GALLERY IN 
SAN FRANCISCO CALLED “MODERN - 
(SM. (FOR INFORMATION CALL 415+ 
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let oTheR people } 
PUSH ME BROUND«. 


ON THE PUBLIC BESIDES! ONLY 
THEY DON'T BUY IT... ALL HE SUC- 
CEEDS IN DOING IS ANNOWANV/G 
THEM WITH HIS SNOTTY WIHIMP- 
ERINGS...{7'S DISGUSTING..,, 
WHERE'S YOUR GUMPTION ? WHERE 
1S THERE AN OUNCE OF CHARAC- 
TER ? OF INNER STRENGTH 22 
MILLIONS OF PEOPLE BEAR uP 
UNDER CIRCUMSTANCES YOU CANT 
EVEN /JMAGINE / “OU'D BE DEAD 
IE YOO HAD TO LIVE OWE DAY 

IN THEIR SHOES...ONE LOUR/ 

+4 AND LOOK AT YOU! FEELING 
SORRY FOR YOURSELF BECAUSE 
IT'S SO HARD BEING ON TOPS 

YES, UM WEAK... | ADMIT IT. 

I'M NOT VERY TOUGH..1 CAVE 
(N EASILY... THE LEAST LITTLE PROB - 
LEM AND ‘MW A HEAP OF TREMB- 
LING PROTOPLASM «+ PART OF THE 
PROBLEM [5 MY INABILITY TO 
DEAL FIRMLY WITH THIS FAME 
BUSINESS... 
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THAT | CAN ACTUALLY EARN A LIVING 
DOING EXACTLY WHAT [LIKE To DO! 
YEAH, I'M A LUCKY GUY... HOW MANY 
PEOPLE ON THIS HELL’ PLANET HAVE 
THE FREEDOM TO DO AS THEY PLEASE 
LIKE ME ?/ 

GOD, WHAT AN ASS.’ WHAT A 
JERH// TO BITCH ABOUT MY LIFE THE 
WAY 1 DOS GET A PERSPECTIVE ON 
IT, DICK-HEAD/ PUT (T IN PROPOR- 
TION’ MY GOD! WHAT MUST THEY 
THINK OUT THERE ?/ I'VE BEEN SpoILed 
FOR SO LONG I'VE LOST ToUCH WITH 
REALITY...A TYPICAL FUCKED UP CELEB” 

WHO HAS IT BETTER THAN You, 
BOB 2? WHO \OULD YOU TRADE PLACES 
WITH ? 

BUT NO, INSTEAD OF FEELING HUMB- 
LY GRATEFUL, INSTEAD OF COUNTING HIS 
BLESSINGS, HE HAS TO MOAN AND BITCH, 
WALLOW IN SELF-PITY,,, AND FOIST IT 


Wo. HAVE TO TAKE THE BULL BY 
THE HORNS... INSTEAD | LET THEM 
PUSH ME AROUND...) CAN'T SAY NO... 
J LET THEM TIE UP ALL MY TIME, 
AND THEN 1 JUST SINK INTO A TORPOR 
OF SELF- PITY AND FEELINGS OF PER- 
SECUTION ..OH pooR BOB..HE'S JUST 
TOO SENSITIVE FOR THIS BARBARIC 
WORLD... | WANT EVERY BODY 70 LIKE 
ME...1'M AFRAID OF THEM... DON'T 
WANT TO HURT THEIR FEELINGS... 1 
DON'T WANT THEM TO BE MAD AT ME, 
THERE \5 ONE GDY |'D’ TRADE 

PLACES WITH; PICASSO! NOW THERE 
(5 A GUY WHOSE LIFE I ENVY’ IT 
WISH 1 COULD BE MORE UKE 
HIM! HE DIDN'T CARE...HE DID JUST 
WHAT HE WANTED...WENT HIS OWN 
WAY...SLAMMED THE DOOR IN ALL 
THEIR FACES AND WENT To WORK 
\WHEN HE FELT LIKE IT... CAME OUT 
AND SOCIALIZED WITH PEOPLE WHEN 
HE DAMN WELL FELT UKE IT,,, AND 
THEY ADORED HIM.,.HE NEVER, 
LACKED FOR FRIENDS OR BEAUTI- 


FUL WOMEN TO PLAY WITH. 
ART DEALERS AND WEALTHY 
PATRONS READY AT A MOMENT 'S 
NOTICE TO KISS HIS ARTISTIC 
ASS... HE HAD IT ALL... THE MORE 
INDEPENDENT HE BEHAVED, THE 
MORE THEY FAWNED OVER HIM. 
PICASSA 16 QUOTED AS ONCE 
SAYING ; “EVERYBODY 1§ LOOK- 
ING FOR SOMETHING AND I HAVE 
IT,“ AND HE WAS RIGHT... THE 
BASTARD, 

YEAH, | HAVE To LEARN To 
BE MORE LIKE OL! PICASSO... 
OL' PABLO... HE WAS A REAL 
ARTIST,“ NOBODY PUSHED 4/M 
AROUND... YEAH...GOTTA RE - 
MEMBER THAT... ME AND PI- 
CASSO... YEAH... 


—R. CRUMB, AUGUST, ‘87 


ES 
Onuy 


Sq 7 


Ns) 


Even 


So, I'm STIL A Stave to 
'T Seems,’ 


TURNER 


Wendt didn’t even know this woman. 

“Be sure to look in tonight’s paper,” she 
said. 

He tightened his hold on the phone. 

“Why?” 

“Because you’ve won,” she said evenly. 
“You and your family have won tonight’s 
pizza.” 

His already small eyes narrowed. He had 
no family here. 

“Look in the personals,” she said, “in the 
classifieds, the Pizza Lottery.” 

He said, “I can’t eat a whole pizza by 
myself.” 

“It’s not a very big pizza,” she said and 
hung up. 

The tobacco shop down the street was as 
dark as the bowl of an old brown pipe. A pair of 
old-timers (one, a respected merchant, now 
retired, and the other a former city official) 
smoked and talked about Megabucks, the state 
lottery. It amazed Wendt how civic difficulties 
that had proved intractable during the hey-day 


of these two were now resolved with a wave of 
their cigars. Wendt doubted such wisdom or 
respectability would distinguish his last years. 

He picked up a Gazette and turned to the 
personals. 


If your name is Wendt and you live at 
160 Main, you have just won a 12” 
cheese pizza from the Pizza Box. Call us 
tonight at 586-7583 and claim your 
prize. Pizza Lottery. 


Wendt couldn’t believe his luck. Normally, 
he would have gone hungry until tomorrow. 
Tomorrow was the day he stood in line at the 
Division of Employment Security and watched 
a state employee slide the blank check into the 
printer, press a button, and let the typewheel 
chew up some of the state’s money. That was 
the sort of job Wendt wanted; failing that, he 
was content to collect unemployment benefits. 
He replaced the Gazette on the top of the stack. 
Ralphy, the owner of the tobacco shop, was 
watching. 

“I won the Pizza Lottery,” Wendt said. 

“Great,” Ralphy said. Ralphy was a fretful 
little man with a calculating manner, given to 
displays of generosity when it mattered least. 
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He said, “Go on. Take it. Yes, the paper. Please, 
be our guest.” 

“Thanks,” Wendt said. He helped himself 
to the Gazette beneath the one he had put back. 

Ralphy issued lottery tickets by the handful 
from the sputtering computer behind the 
counter. He stuffed them into envelopes upon 
which were marked the names of players who 
had dropped by and placed their bets before 
work. The jackpot was fast approaching $12 . 
million. Wendt had read that the chances of 
winning Megabucks were slimmer than being 
hit by lightning. Yet, in the Gazette, there were 
stories of lottery winners every week, and 
sometimes people picked the identical number 
and split the prize. To the tune of “When the 
Saints Go Marching In,” Wendt imagined an 
army of citizens with lightning rods attached to 
their backs, and on the lightning rods were tied 
lottery tickets like little flags. 

Wendt asked, “Do you check the Pizza 
Lottery every night?” 

“Sure, sure,” Ralphy said. 

Ralphy’s wife looked up from behind the 
counter where she entered figures into a large 
green ledger. Her eyes were bleary, yet Wendt 
detected behind them a resentment of long- 
standing like the smoldering coal fires beneath 
the ground of West Virginia, burning for 20 
years. 

“Actually,” Ralphy corrected himself, “the 
Mrs. does.” 


“Pizza Lottery,” said the city official. 
“They run it with the prayers to St. Jude. Damn 
print’s too small. Can’t eat pizza anyway. What 
the hell.” 

“You want to hear something strange?” 
Wendt asked. 

The end of the old man’s cigar glowed in 
anticipation. 

“Someone called me,” Wendt said. “A 
lady. I didn’t even know her. She told me I had 
won. If she hadn’t called, I never would have 
known.” 

“Try buying the paper once in a while,” 
Ralphy said. 

The merchant said, “It’s the pizza place. 
They did it.” 

“That’s not much of a contest,” Wendt 
said. 

“It’s not a contest,” the merchant insisted. 
“It’s a promotion.” 

Ralphy laughed. “What if Megabucks 
gave usa call like Pizza Lottery? Wouldn’t that 
be something?” 

“For pizza, they'll call you,” the Mrs. said. 
“A million dollars, don’t hold your breath.” 

This made the old men laugh, sending up 
gusts of blue smoke to the ceiling. 

When he got home Wendt used a ruler to 
map out an area on his table that approximated 
a 12” cheese pizza. 

Cheese! That was the catch. They would 
try to talk him into ordering anchovies, 
pepperoni, mushrooms, the works, which might 
make the pizza tastier but also more expensive. 
It was just like Megabucks. The newly minted 
millionaires grinned from the front page of the 
Gazette, holding their checks for losers every- 
where to see. Yet there were taxes to pay, and 
what was left was divided up over 20 years, and 
their anonymity was gone forever, and people 
would from that day on want something from 
them. Into every life, Wendt reflected, there 
must come despair and unhappiness, even into 
the lives of the very luckiest. There was nothing 
for him to do but call the Pizza Box. He 
imagined the sort of place that stayed open 24 
hours a day, bristling with harsh light, its walls 
and counters white as bone. In a grave voice, he 
identified himself and ordered his free cheese 
pizza, no extras, nothing to drink. 

About fifteen minutes later it surprised 
Wendt to hear a knock; he had taken off his 
pants, as was his habit when settling in for an 
evening at home, so he had to put them back on 
to answer the door. He let himself out into the 
shadowy hall. When his eyes adjusted, he found 
himself looking into the big, doughy face of a 
man with bad skin. The man’s tank-top tee shirt 
revealed broad, muscular shoulders riddled 
with acne scars and fresh eruptions. Wendt 
could almost read the man’s history in those 
scars like a geologist reading strata. The man 
stood without speaking in the darkness and held 
out a flat white box on which was printed in 
blazing red letters, “PIZZA BOX.” 

It occurred to Wendt all of a sudden that 
the delivery man was accustomed to generous 
tips from previous winners of the Pizza Lottery. 
Just a few days before, driven to desperation, 
Wendt had rooted beneath the cushions of his 


couch and easy chair and sifted through detritus 
of every sort looking for change; he made a roll 
of the coins he found and exchanged it for a 
dollar bill, but it was gone now. 

The delivery man said in a soft, yet 
menacing voice, “Wendt?” 

Wendt nodded, his empty belly aflutter. 

The man thrust the box at Wendt and said, 
“This is yours.” 

Without accepting it, Wendt opened a 
corner of the box and peered in at his pizza. It 
was red and yellow and bubbled up at him 
insolently. He said, “I’ve never won anything 
before.” 

“Me neither,” the man said. 

Wendt asked, “Do you people call the 
winners of the Pizza Lottery and let them know 
they’ve won?” 

The man’s face turned dark, seeming to 
recede into the murky hallway. “No,” he said 
with surprising vehemence, given his soft voice. 
“Show me where it’s written we have to give 
away a pizza every night.” 

Wendt nodded, not in agreement, but to 
encourage the man to continue. 

“People die. People move. They don’t get 
the paper. Or they just don’t bother to look. 
That’s the way the Law of Averages works. But 
no, some busybody, some do-gooder looks up 
all the numbers and calls the winners, and we 
wind up giving away pizza every night for 
weeks and weeks.” 

Wendt didn’t see what difference it made, 
if the Pizza Lottery was a promotion as the 
merchant had insisted. “Are you the owner of 
the Pizza Box?” Wendt asked, wondering why 
the man even cared. 

“No,” the man said darkly. 

“Well, it’s certainly nice to know some 
people still take their work seriously,” Wendt 


said, grabbing the pizza and shutting the door in 
the man’s face. He stood by the door and 
listened for a moment, and when he didn’t hear 
the man leave, he became alarmed. He couldn’t 
blame the guy for being angry, but was a tip 
worth fighting for? One heave of those big, 
pimply shoulders against the door, and Wendt 
was a goner. Wendt furtively tore off a slice of 
pizza and began to feed, and the darkness of the 
summer evening poured in the open windows, 
bearing with it the sounds of traffic and voices 
in the street. None of the voices sounded as 
solemn or deliberate as the lady who had called 
about the Pizza Lottery. How could she have 
known he was penniless, pizza-less tonight? No 
one knew him here except Ralphy and his Mrs. 
and the two old coots in the tobacco shop, and 
even they didn’t know him well. The lady had 
done him a good turn, and just because she did 
it unknowingly didn’t mean the good she had 
done was in any sense diminished. He wished 
he knew who she was. Then he looked at his 
hands, smeared with sauce as if he had made an 
animal sacrifice. Our Lady of the Pizza Lottery. 
That’s what he would call her from now on. He 
went to the bathroom and wiped his hands ona 
towel hanging by the sink, then went back to 
the door, cracked it an inch, and peeked into the 
hall. No one was there. 

Whenever Wendt got his check, it was 
like magic; his pockets filled with cash, and the 
misery and deprivation of the preceding days 
gave way toa less pinched way of life. He began 
to buy things, including a crumbling piece of 
carrot cake which he ate on the steps of the 
courthouse as pigeons pecked at the ground at 
his feet. At times like this Wendt wanted to 
indulge himself, not in luxuries, but in some- 
thing other than necessities, and it was hard to 
think about providing for the future. He left an 
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extra quarter with Mrs. Ralphy to cover the cost 
of yesterday’s Gazette. The old men were at 
their usual station, smoking what appeared to 
be the mummified remains of ancient cigars. A 
bluish haze swam above their heads, and 
Wendt held his breath, nodding as he passed, 
then escaped into the comparatively clean air of 
Main Street. When he got home, Wendt took 
off his pants and turned his fresh Gazette to the 
classifieds. 


If your name is Burtle and you live at 
109 Magnolia, you have just won a 12” 
cheese pizza delivered from the Pizza 
Box. Call us tonight at 586-7583 to 
claim your prize. Pizza Lottery. 


Wendt could almost see it. A clan of short, 
round people burtling about in delight and 
anticipation of their free cheese pizza. If they 
were better off than him, they could order all 
the extras. But what if they had no idea the 
Pizza Lottery existed? Or what if they missed 
Our Lady of the Pizza Lottery’s mercy call, 
what then? 

Wendt was sick of treading on the surface 
of life’s seemingly random events. He decided 
to strike out on his own, to stick his nose in 
someone else’s business. First he called the 
Pizza Box and ordered a large pizza with 
everything on it and a jumbo coke. He set aside 
a mound of change for the delivery man. Then 
he looked up the Burtles in the telephone book. 
Leo P. Burtle lived at 109 Magnolia Terrace. 
Wendt picked up the phone and dialed, 
rehearsing what he wanted to say. 

Trying to sound sunny, Wendt asked, “Is 
this the Leo P. Burtle residence?” 

“This,” the woman on the other end of the 
line said, “is the home of the late Leo P. Burtle. 
Mrs. Burtle speaking.” 

Undeterred, Wendt said, “You’ve won the 
Pizza Lottery.” 

“Oh,” the woman said without enthusiasm. 

Wendt said, “Look in the newspaper, 
under the personals. You’ve won a 12” cheese 
pizza.” 

When she failed to respond, he added, 
“Free” 

Wendt saw that there was more to doing 
good deeds than he had thought. Rather than 
prolong the mystery, he said, “My name is 
Wendt. I won the Pizza Lottery yesterday. A 
very thoughtful lady called and let me know I 
had won. Did she call you?” 

“No one’s called me,” the woman said. 
“How do you spell your name?” 

“W-E-N-D-T.” He could hear her scrib- 
bling on paper. “My number is 586-8513.” 
More scribbling. “Have her call me if she calls. 
Tell her . . . , well, tell her I'd like to meet her. 
O.K.?” 

An excruciating pause followed. 

“O.K.,” Wendt said, feeling embarrassed, 
“that’s it, I guess.” 

They hung up. It hadn’t gone as he had 
hoped it would. He recalled the reserve, the 
solemn deliberation, the certainty of the Lady. 
Our Lady of the Pizza Lottery had handled it 
perfectly, and he, Wendt, had not. 

Sometime later a knock at the door alerted 


him to what he thought was his dinner, so he 
pulled on his pants. When he opened up, a 
policeman stepped forward from the shadows. 
A hint of recognition passed across the police- 
man’s face; they had seen each other many 
times in passing over the years. Writing tickets, 
directing traffic, keeping an eye on suspicious 
characters, the policeman was a familiar of 
Wendt’s, and yet they couldn’t say they knew 
one another. 

“Wendt?” 

“Yes,” Wendt said, doubtfully. 

Though he was younger than Wendt, the 
policeman’s eyes and nose were speckled with 
broken blood vessels like little red insects 
crawling beneath the surface of his skin. 
Repelled, Wendt took a step back. The police- 
man smiled in an insinuating way and said, 
“We have a report that you made an annoying 
phonecall to Mrs. Leo P. Burtle tonight.” 

Wendt said, “I didn’t mean to annoy her.” 

“You admit you called then.” 

Wendt disliked the genial way the police- 
man pressed his advantage; he was almost 
gleeful, like a small-time lawyer playing to the 
jury. As they stood facing one another, they 
became aware of another presence in the 
hallway. They looked behind them and saw the 
delivery man from the Pizza Box climbing the 
stairs as quietly as he had gone down them the 
night before. In his long arms he carried a large 
pizza and an enormous container of coke. 

“T wanted to..., I wanted to..., 
Wendt said, the words dying in his throat. A 
look passed between the delivery man and the 
policeman, as if it had long been rumored that 
Wendt was up to no good, and now, at last, they 
had proof. The delivery man’s scowling face 
was more intimidating than if he had cursed 
and made a fist. Wendt said, reluctantly, “I 
called to let her know she had won a cheese 
pizza.” 

Still smiling, the policeman said, “Now 
tell me, Mr. Wendt, why was it so important for 
Mrs. Burtle to know she had won this pizza?” 

“T called Mrs. Burtle as a favor because 
someone was kind enough to call me,” Wendt 
explained. “You see, last night J won the pizza.” 

“And someone called you?” 

“Yes.” 

“Mrs. Burtle?” 

“Ne.” 

“Who?” 

“A stranger.” 

“A stranger,” the policeman said, seem- 
ingly genuinely puzzled. “Now, Mr. Wendt, 
didn’t your mother ever tell you two wrongs 
don’t make a right?” 

Now it was Wendt’s turn to be puzzled. 
“Well, sure, but if this business means anything, 
it means that—sometimes—two rights can 
make a wrong.” 

Suddenly, in a voice thick with anger, the 
delivery man cried out, “It’s a conspiracy!” 

“Now, now,” the policeman said. 

“T’m sorry,” Wendt said, without really 
meaning it. 

“Do you hear that?” The policeman said 
to the delivery man. “He sees the error of his 
ways. And you won’t make any more phone 
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calls about pizzas, will you, Mr. Wendt?” 

“No sir, I won't.” 

The delivery man’s baleful presence was 
palpable in the dark hallway like an engine 
giving off heat but not light. He said, softly and 
defiantly, “Busybody,” and turned to start 
down the stairs, taking with him the large pizza 
and jumbo coke. He stopped at the landing 
below Wendt’s floor, and then his voice raced 
up the stairwell. “Do-gooder!” 

“My pizza,” Wendt said, “my coke.” 

“We reserve the right,” the delivery man 
shouted, “to refuse anyone service for any 
reason!” 

With that, the delivery man left the 
building. Wendt rushed past the policeman and 
looked out the hall window where he saw the 
delivery man drive off in an old post office 
vehicle which had been painted white and red 
to match the corporate colors of the Pizza Box. 

Before he left, the policeman cheerfully hit 
Wendt up for a dollar. It was for a raffle to raise 
money for local girls’ basketball. Wendt paid 
without complaining, in part because he was 
glad the policeman has been there to protect 
him from Mr. Pizza Box. The policeman 
understood this and accepted Wendt’s donation 
with a practiced benevolence; their city was a 
small one, and the people living in it were 
largely insignificant, and much of what took 
place on the policeman’s watch possessed a 
high drama and desperation that was as 
unwarranted as it was familiar. 

Wendt shut his door and brooded on the 
injustice of what had happened to him. He felt 
deprived, not just of his pizza and coke, but of 
the opportunity to do someone he didn’t know 
a good turn. He hungered for goodness the way 
he had hungered for extras on his cheese pizza 
the night before. Just buying a raffle ticket for a 
good cause didn’t do the trick. And if he won 
the raffle, what then? A 13” black and white TV 
would be his. Somehow it was both too little 
and too much. 

He looked around for his pants until he 
realized he already had them on. No wonder he 
felt uncomfortable. Who would listen to his 
story? Who could understand the consequences 
of winning the Pizza Lottery? He fled from his 
apartment and set off for the dim little tobacco 
shop. Even at that hour, when most people had 
finished dinner and started drying the dishes, 
when the debate about what to watch on TV 
had started in earnest, Wendt knew Ralphy and 
the Mrs. would be hard at work. They were the 
guardians of the secret order of the lottery, 
dispensing luck, both good and bad. 

How Wendt wanted to be in that number, 
when the pizzas rolled through the streets like 
wheels. Now that he knew he could pick up the 
phone and do someone a good turn, he felt 
obligated to take the risk, however small. The 
summer air rose up from the sidewalk and 
cooled his burning face as he hurried onward, 
filled with resolve. In the name of Our Lady of 
the Pizza Lottery, he made a do-gooder’s vow. 
When doing good, do it solemnly, deliberately, 
and anonymously. Do it the way the gods do. 
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HE PUTS ME POWN AND RUNS OVER To A HOUSE. THE SPRINKLER IS 
RUNNING AMD HE STARTS SWINGING (T AROUND. HE RIPS OFF MY 
GIRLFRIENDS ToP, HE THROWS SOME TRASH CANS INTO THE STREET, 
HE RIPS OFF ALL HIS CLOTHS, HE CHARGES AT ME... 


WE MUST ABANDON ALAN ... ME AND HIS GIRLFRIEND LEAVE QUICKLY 4 


WE ARE ALONE, THE OTHERS TOOK ANOTHER ESCAPE ROUTE. s 
ONLY ONE BLOCK AWAY AND ALREADY WE HEAR THE PIRENS. 
cm ING 4 aa SOUNPS L/KE THOUSANDS. 


We Go SIT IN A SCHOOLYARD. IT’S SAFE HERE, WE 
7 OFTEN VSED THE DARK FIELDS AS PLACES To GET 


As ALAN WE WAIT FOR MY PEAK 12 FASS BEFORE 
MOVING ON - 


BY GOING To THE DRUG STORE WE CALL}, 
MY GIRLFRIENDS HOUSE, PARANOLA 2) 
DRIFTS THROUGH THE LINE... 

‘ANHERE ARE You ? ALAN Is O., 

HE SNAFPED OUT OF IT AND WE Took 

HIM HOME. WHERE ARE You? ” 

T KNOW THEY ARE LYING , I 

WONT ooy ey WE ARE. 


4S SNALLY THEY COME CLEAN AND TELL 
B US THEY WERE LYING IN ORDER Nor 
To SARE ME . DUMB IDEA. 

[> THE Now CALM IRATE BOYFRIEND 
BOB COMES IN HIS CAR AND GIVES 
US A RIDE. 
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WE STAY FOR AWHILE AT MY GIRLFRIENDS 
HOUSE. I WATCH THE CRACK IN THE TABLE 
AS IT SWIRLS INTO A MULTICOLORED PATERNS, my, 


BOREDOM (Ss BEGINING Te SET JN. 


UI MALES MUST LEAVE, MOTHER IS DUE Home. BOB INVITES ME To CRASH AT 
HIS FRIENDS HOUSE . THERE ARE SEVERAL GUYS “THERE, ALL ON UPPERS . THEY 
KEEP PLAYING THE BEATLES WHITE ALBUM OVER AND OVER ©N A VERY CHEAP 
RECORD PLAYER Dig Sacto oe 
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\OCO YEARS LATER I’M THROWN A BLANKET AND I LIE ON THE LIVING ROOM ° 
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IN WAKING NIGHTMARES I ENTER A UNIVERSE OF ANXIETY AND DREAD. TS * 
LIKE AN INFINITY OF ROOMS EACH CONTAINING A SEPARATE MICRocosm * 
oF MENTAL AND EMOTIONAL TORMENT . NOTHING ELSE EXISTS . THERE Is 
NO SUCH THING AS PLEASURE OR HOPE oR LOVE. ALL IS PAIN. 
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BUTI CAN CATCH THE MEANING OF SINGLE WORDS. WAS OUR L.S.D Some 
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IM NOT READY To GO HOME QUITE YET, A THIRD DEGREE MAY BE 


WITH BOB To HIS HOUSE. THANKFULLY A SHOWER SOMEHOW RESTORES MY 
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ALANS GIRLFRIEND CALLS. SHE “Zee ARS 
SAYS ALAN [S INTHE HOSPITAL, INTHE TZ 
NMUT SECTION. SHE WENT THERE WITH 277 
ALANS MOTHER AND SAYS ALAN IS 
STILL CRAZY AND “HIS ARM, ITIVST YY , | 
WAST THERE /" FURTHERMORE “HE is AG 
KEPT RIPPING HIS BANDAGES oFe/” “dy / 
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LOOKS WORSE THAN MINE . WHAT KIND OF HELL ARE THEY ALL IN? 


p THE ATMOSPHERE IS VERY GRAVE AS I OFFER 
THE PREPARED LIES TO MY INQuIS TORS. MY 
FARENTS SEEM To SWALLOW IT BUT NOT ALANS 

MOM , “LOOK, ITUST WANT TO KNOW WHERE 
HE GOT THE STUFF. MY SON IS IN THE HespiTAL 
AND MAY NEVER BE SANE AGAIN AND I want 


PA SHE WOULD DjE IF SHE KNEW IT WAS HER 
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I FIND OVT THAT ALAN IS AND WAS FINE. H ARMs AR 

STILL ATTACHED , HE ONLY CUT HIS WRISTS BREAKING SOME WINDOWS. A 
SHOT OF THORAZINE HAD BRoveHT HIM DOWN THAT NIGHT AND HE HAD SLEPT 


ON. 
LIKE A BABY. I NEVER FOUND OUT WHY T WAS GIVEN Such Bocus tell 
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‘TRANSFORMED BY FAITH’ 


7 SRS CO 


Bs 


FREE FROM THE VULGARITY, 
THAT 17 THE HUMAN RAGE. 
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HUMAN. ONWY THEN wit YOU 
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WERE ARE MANY KIND OF PRAYER 
4) MANY §XPREZZIONY OF FAITH 
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RITUAL, VIOVENGE, ENUGHTENMENT, 
PURITY. LF THE FAITH IAN'T 77ROW 
ENOUGH ACCIPENTS GAN ANC HAVA 
KAPPENEL, Wot GYOZ, PERFORATE? 
INTESTINET , INFECTION... - 
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L WANT 10 FOOL MY NERVES Oh FIRE. 
uPFERING GYVATES MO HIGHER. 
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THANX FRR COMING 917... 
REGION ENHANCE BY DRUG? 
CREATED A POWERFUL FORCE. 
We BEAT OURZEWE? EVERYDAY 
AND CA 10 G07 WITH A 
SUREAM QF PAIN. AFTER My 
Bhry WA? COVERED WITH 
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IT APPEARS MADAM THAT THE 
ENGINE IS EXPERIENCING SOME 
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BOG BIGD ROLLS THRU THE COUNTRY SID 
MANSERVANT “ASQUITH” PO 


<A WENE LOST TRACK 
OF HENRY PENPAL, ASQUITH 


E WITH HER FA 
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COMPLETLY DROPPED FROM SIGHT 


BOY! THIS PLACE IS SURE DEAD . 
FOR A FRIDAY 
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THAT LOOKS 
LIKE A PLACE 


BUT WHEN THEY TRY To GET 


SOME HELP... DONT WANT IT STUCK HERE 
WONT TOUCH IT V 
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THE. NAMES DUANE AN atte 
81 HEAR YER CAR BROKE | [1M GONNA HAVE T ‘GO GE 
SOME PARTS YOU GUYS CAN 


—a THATS RIGHT DUANE 
} (D BE GRATEFUL IF 


You COULD HELP US 


SWEET BLOOD 
OF THE LAMB 


COMFORTABLE, I'LL JES’GO 

OUT AN GET SOME. CHIPS AN’ 

SOFT DRINKS YoU FOLKS 
CHSOME TN. 
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BR [satan nates ANd 
RIGHT BE 7 SATAN HATES AND & 
ITS HENRY PENPAL i, ae 


SAY WHERE CAN AS THEY LEAVE TOWN... 


OH ASQUITH PLEASE HAND 
ME. THE ARTICLE. UNDER 


HERE. TAKE 
MINE, ONE. S/ 
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& THAT PROGRAM WAS BROADCAST @L[ AFTER THE CROWD LEAVES THEY DISCOVER A 
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HIRED TO RECOVER a] 
SOMEWHERE NZ 


TIENRY PENPAL RETURNS TO 
H\S QUARTERS [W277] fly 27 
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MAR PENPAL, THE 
ELDERS OF THE 
CHURCH OF THE 
SULTIMATE RAPTURE 
HAVE DECELDED TO 
FOND NOOR PROJECT 
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THE DEVELOPMENT OF THE y; N Ly 7) 
: ISOTRON BEAM WILL HASTEN THE 
END TIMES “AND CREATE. AN 
ATMOSPHERE WHERE WE CAN f 
REVEAL OUR GREAT DISCONERY;THAT = ) &: 
JESUS WAS,IN FACT AWOMAN. WERE! [ 5 oie re SUDDENLY 
SENDING OVER THE MONEY, THEY : a : 7. HIS FORM FB] HE HEARS 
SHOULD BE DELIVERING IT BECOMES MOMENTARILY A SOUND 
TW \\ ic] | INDISTINCT COMING _ 
a ENN! an } AT RRUMANS MOer | (THEY WILL HAVE THE om Seen 
Zl <A a |e Ris BY THEIR OWN] | ARMAGGEDON THEY So ou y 
WHEN THEUNIVERSE WAS BORN AND | | HAND THIS INVENTION] | ARDENTLY DESIRE... THEN i 
THE DIMENSIONS COLLAPSED ALL WILL PROVIDE. THE THEY'LL SEE MEAS | 
THAT REMAINED WERE THOSE THAT] {CRUCIAL INCENTIVE REALLY AM 
WOULD BE INHABITED BY US AND gf | THEIR SELF-DESTRUCINE] [33 
HUMANKIND. FRGM OUR PARALLEL 4 
DIMENSION WE WATCHED HUMANS 
PROGRESS.WE KNEW THEY 
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HENRY PENPAL BEGINS 
TO EMIT A STRANGE. 
SOUND LIKE SOME HORRID 
BREATHING EXERCZE 


YOU PATHETIC FOOLS! THE ONE WHO} ] THEN HAVE. SUPPLIED ME WITH THE 
SENT YOU WANTS TO DESTROY THE FUNDS FOR FULL RESEARCH AND 
BEAM BUT AT ST. TAMY IVE DEVELOPMENT. SURELY HUMANITY 
FOUND A HOME WILL NOT BE ABLE TO RESIST 

a = DESTROYING |TSELF WITH THIS TOY 
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BEAM PROTOTYPE 
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THERE ARE 
THINGS THAT YOUR NARROW 

EAR TH-BOUND THEOLOGIES CAN 
= NoT FATHOM | - 


ASQUITH KNOCKS INTO THE ISOTRON 
BEAM AND HITS A STUD ON THE PANE 
FALLS BACK IN TERROR 
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VIVID, BREATHING, MOVING, 1} is 
)\ PRODUCING SOUNDS To | <l—g 
“ \ ANNOUNCE THEMSELVES, 8 
7] SEEMINGLY SIGNIFICANT. (s « 
IT?S HARD -To RECONCILE 
| Swett THEIR ACTUAL CHARACTERS 
Brea a correct 
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[ DEDUCTION IN PHYSICS TeLLS US THAT, 

| WE MAY THINK LOTS of OBJECTS ARESOLID | 
BoDIeS, Bul acTuALLY OBJECTS ARE NOTHINGNESS) | 
oR EmPTy SPace To A LARGE EXTENT, WITH © =n 
AMAZINGLY Minulé PARTICLES ScATTERED 
ABoul IN THE SPACE. We MAY WANT To 

THINK PeoPLe ARE SoLID MENTALLY, MoRAL 
AND SPIRITUALLY, BUT THERES A LOT oF NOTHING freee 


LNESS OR EMPTINESS MENTALLY, MORALLY AND) | | = 
Se WHERE WE WANT To THINK / 
T OF LO STUFF 


To IMPROVE 
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2 AND MAYBE The WHo 
{SEXUAL, AND BE MENTAL AND PHYSICAL Ww EST ROYED, 
(— ALL AS A WHOLE SUCCESSFULLY. 
A 
ITHEIR OWN NATURE, AND BEING moRE & Tve BEEN, FAMILIAR wilh THAI IDEA 
) WHOLE Will NATURE IN GENERAL, THER UST STALE To ME. I 43 NOW, AND I | 
LiKE IN / COULD NEVER CARE ABOUT. THAT IDEA, 
EVEN IF IT’S TRUE. IT HAS NOTHING To Do, 
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1 DEVELOPMENT U4 
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J way PoINT IN EVOLUTION THAT COULD CONCEIVABLY LEAD TOA 
FoRM oF BEING THAT WE OFTEN prete WE ARE RIGHT Now. 
eee \ TEGAN \ THINKING GENERALLY THAT ¢ 


SEEM EASIER To TAKE. 
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RT oF A NATURAL Process. 
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